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for the summer, but we were shown over them by a
quiet little man of the name of Lawrence, who was
for some reason living there alone. We were so
much interested in what he showed us that we lost
all count of time, and suddenly realised that unless
we were very quick we should miss the only train
back. Rushing away, we did our best to catch it,
but it steamed out of the station before our eyes,
leaving us stranded thirty miles away from our
belongings.
The Turkish station-master was sympathetic and
helpful. He told us that a construction train would
be returning to Aleppo in an hour or two, and
advised us to ask the German engineer to allow us
to go by it as far as the station where we had left
our things. Failing this, we might perhaps induce
the German to lend us his own motor-trolley for the
trip. My experience of the kindness and hospitality
shown by Public Works and Railway men in
India to stranded travellers made me welcome this
suggestion. My only fear was that the pleasure of
seeing fellow white men would make the German
insist on putting us up for the night, which would
have interfered with our plans.
We trudged hopefully across the mile and a half
of loose sand which separated the station from the
engineers5 headquarters, and were shown into the
German's office. It was a very hot day and both
Usher and I were pretty tired. The German looked
us up and down and asked curtly what he could do
for us. Rather taken aback, I suggested chairs,
which were brought with a surly apology. Then I
explained the position and asked if we could have a
lift on the construction train. I mentioned casually
that our friend Mr. Lawrence had been showing us